Age 46}              Wavelets from Waterloo
the endurance of restraint that breaks the spirit. How long
must they stand to be blown to pieces by that merciless
artillery fire which ceased only when the attack of the enemy
broke upon them. If only they could advance !
Sometimes murmurs would reach the Commander's ears,
the murmurs of dogs fighting upon a leash, but always the
quiet soothing tones, strong with the confidence of ultimate
victory, of him who held them on the leash, would nerve
them afresh to their gruelling task.
And as they watched him riding along the crest of his
position, as composedly as at a review, whilst shot and shell
fell fast around him, or quietly directing some operation
under the heaviest fire, a new inspiration would be born
within them.
Not until the end of the day, and almost at the moment
of victory did the Duke show any signs of strain, and then
it was only his muscles that betrayed him, causing him to
slide the tube of his telescope somewhat nervously in and
out of its socket,* as he watched the last attack of the Imperial
Guard.
Up till early evening Napoleon had had the best of the
battle, though he was by no means satisfied at his progress;
for in spite of that thin and shattered line against which
his attacks were now made, the Duke's army still held firm,
and seemed never to have heard the word defeat. The
battle was not to be so easily won as he had confidently
expected. Besides, his own army had suffered heavily and
he was beginning to realize the truth of what his Peninsular
Generals had told him about the fighting capacity of British
troops.
About 6 o'clock his situation became decidedly critical.
The advent of the Prussians could no longer be discounted,
since they were already nibbling on his rear, and he had
* This story comes from a subaltern of the 52nd Regiment who was
near the Duke at the time. It is quoted by Jackson, Reminiscences of
a Staff Officer, p. f6.
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